THE THIRD GENERATION 


BY ELMORE ELLIOTT PEAKE 



HE ranehhouse was ablaze with lights. 
Music floated from the windows. 
The men wore clawhammer coats; 
the bare arms and necks of the 
women emerged from costly silks 
and laces, and scintillated with still 
more costly stones. The atmosphere 
was heavy with the fragrance of 
flowers. On the lawn three huge 
motorcars were parked. In the 
kitchen a Chinaman was enveloped 
in steam from numerous kettles, and 
two Japanese, in waiters’ costumes, 
leaped nimbly about. 

Yet the Antlers was one hundred 
and seventy-five miles from a rail¬ 
road station. Bruce Farson, how¬ 
ever, owned it; and his father, Rudolph Farson, who 
had given it to him a year before, had crossed the con¬ 
tinent in a private car to see how his son fared; and any¬ 
one who knew the Railroad King would have been 
surprised, not at his bringing automobiles to a roadless 
country, but at his not bringing a fleet of aeroplanes as 
well. 

Father and son had slipped into a quiet comer on 
the veranda and lighted cigars. 

“Son,” began the elder, “we leave tomorrow, and I 
have a few words to say. A year ago you came out 
here, pale, flat chested, and nervous. Today you are 
fit for the prize ring. Doc Hughes says so. When are 
you coming back to take up the real work of life?” 

“Don’t you call running a twenty-thousand-acre 
ranch real work?” asked the son quietly. 

“Certainly. And 1 'm proud that you’ve made it pay 
a dividend. But it’s not your work. I have higher 
hopes for you. When I lay down the reins I want you 
to pick them up." 

“Every man, Father, must decide for himself what 
his real work is. Your father was a farmer, your grand¬ 
father a preacher. You're a financier. What I am re¬ 
mains to be seen. But let me tell you something. Be¬ 
fore I came West I never knew what physical well being 
meant. I never knew real hunger, I never knew real 
sleep. I never knew real fatigue,—not the nervous ex¬ 
haustion that makes night a chamber of horrors, but 
the honest kind that sends one to sleep in the saddle. 
Do you wonder that I shrink from a desk and steam heat 
and'stuffy cafes? Nor is that the half of it. Sunrise 
and sunset over the mountains, a roaring nor'wester, a 
herd of cattle drifting before the storm, guided by three 
or four atoms of humanity, of which you are one, the 
sprinkling of the plains with flowers in the spring,— 
Father, these things, once in the blood, stick." 

The Railroad King was silent for a moment. “Bruce, 
—and I expect an honest answer,—have you been mak¬ 
ing love to this Indian maiden of whom I hear so much, 
this Shasta Delehaye? Your talk sounds as if you 
might have been sitting at the feet of an aborigine." 

“Aborigine!” snorted the son. “At that it's better 
than chitter-chatter about Wall Street and the globe 
trottings of the Moneymeters and the Moneybas 
Listen! Shasta Delehaye’s grandmother was a 
blood Blackfoot Indian; but both her grandfather and 
her father were white. Consequently, she’s a quarter- 
blood. In appearance she’s as white as you or I,— 
merely olived skinned, with dark hair, not blue-black. 
Her father, Raoul Delehaye, was no ordinary man. 
Educated in France for the priesthood, he came to this 
country in answer to the call of the wild. He married 
a ’saint,’ as he calls her in his diary, halfbreed though 
she was. Their only child, Shasta, was educated at 
Quebec; and before he died he bought her the small 
ranch she now occupies, called the Silver Moon. She 
owns more books than I do, and reads ten times as 
much. That’s your aborigine!” 

“You haven’t answered my question yet—about mak¬ 
ing love.” 

“I have made none.” 

“Don’t!" said his father decisively. “I’m making no 
threats,—don’t believe in ’em,—but I’ll stand for no 
Western romance! Anything doing between you and 
Amy Singleton? Your mother said you and she were as 
good as engaged when you came West; but I must say 
that neither one of you has played the part of a Romeo 
or Juliet since we came." 

“I think Amy and I understand each other thor¬ 
oughly," answered the young man haughtily, and toss¬ 
ing his cigar over the rail he stalked into the house. 

The elder man laughed to himself and followed suit. 

A FEW minutes later a cowponv dashed up to the 
rear of the ranehhouse. The rider, in her som¬ 
brero, divided skirt, and spurred, high heeled boots, 
might have been taken for a man. Moreover, she bent 
down from her saddle with masculine ease and gave 
a snarling wolfhound a cut with her quirt that sent him 
yelping off. 

Dismounting and tossing the reins over her pony’s 
head, which effectually tethered him, she approached 
one of the windows, just in time to see Bruce Farson 
and Amy Singleton whirl by in a twostep. 

The Chinese cook, through with his labors now, was 
also stationed at the window; and when the couple 
again floated by he smiled at the girl and observed, 
“Pletty woman—pletty dancer. You pletty, too. Why 
not dance?” 

“In this country, Dong, it’s not polite to tell a woman 


s. 


she's pretty, even should she chance to be," observed 
Shasta Delehaye. At the same time she handed him a 
leather bag, the Antlers' mailpouch. “Give this to your 
master, and tell him I had to ride down to Rising Sun; 
hence brought the mail along. Wait till the dancing is 
over, however." 

“Put him in klitchen—keep him safe," answered 
Dong, moving off. 

But with characteristic oriental indirectness he took 
the bag straight to Farson. As a result Farson reached 
Shasta's pony just as she swung into the saddle. 

“Why didn’t you come in—or at least send for me?" 
he asked. “I should like you to meet my parents and 
friends.” 

“In this garb’' Hardly, I fear," she answered, with 
her soft laugh. “Had you been anxious about our 
meeting, you could have invited me over." 

“Shasta," he answered earnestly, “we are too good 
friends for a misunderstanding. I didn’t invite you, 
for one reason, because it would have meant inviting 
other neighbors, who, good people though they are, 
would not interest these New Yorkers.” 

“Then, of course, you knew—or took it for granted, 
at least—that I had no evening clothes.” He could not 
tell, in the dark, whether she was :miling or not. 

“No, it was not my plan to have this a dress affair. 
That would have been rather absurd. They secretly 
put on their evening clothes for a lark, and lured me 
into the dining room in a sack suit. Besides, I did not 
take it for granted that you had no evening gown. You 
forget that we were at Governor Randall's reception 
together. ” 

.She toyed with the pony’s mane a moment. “Let us 
be frank, Bruce,” said she. “I know why you didn’t 
invite me over tonight, whether you knew it 
or not. Tonight you are living your old life, 
transposed across the continent. I belong to 
your new life. The two won’t mix. In the 
year you’ve been out here, you’ve pretty well 
shuffled off the East. When you go back East, 
as you will soon, no doubt, you will shuffle off 
the West. And I go with the West,” she 
added, with a smile not wholly mirthful. , 

“Shasta,” broke out the young man ear- ,; 

nestly, “there isn't a woman in that house 
whom I admire more thoroughly than you." i, 

“Thank you. But you admire us in a differ¬ 
ent way. I doubtless could no more play their 
social roles in the most approved fashion than 
they could rope a stampeded steer according 
to Hoyle.” 

“No, no! Curse the social roles! You’ve 
proved yourself a woman—a rarer creature 
than a lady. You rescued me from the blue 
devils during my first weeks out here. You 
introduced me to Nature, and made me realize 
what a pinhead I'd been all my life. You taught 
me the true nobility of wrestling with the earth 
at first hand as compared with juggling its 
products on a board of trade.” 

“Yet you’ll go back to your juggling,' she 
returned. 

“Never!” he exclaimed vehemently. 

She laughed softly and extended her hand. , 

“You ring true! But whether you go or don't 
go, bygones are bygones. Eh? Goodnight." • f 

UDOLPH FARSON was a busy man, ami 
x could tarry only three days with the son 
whom he had not seen for a vear. < )n 


Wednesday morning the three hulking, locomotive like 
automobiles rolled noiselessly away. On Thursday 
morning, before Bruce was up, there came a resounding 
rap at his door, and in response to his call Jerry Foster, 
ranch foreman, stepped into the room, with his sombrero 
tucked under one arm. 

“A piece of news," he observed shortly, handing his 
boss a jagged bit of paper. “Found it on the doorstep, 
weighted down with a ca’tridge." 

Farson read the scrawled words: 

We have corraled your padre and his party. Forty thou¬ 
sand dollars is our price. If you think they're worth it, git 
the money in double-eagles, and put them in ten strong 
canvas bags. 200 pieces in each bag. This is important. 
Then come alone, in daylight, to Slipher's well, and leave 
the money on the ground under the old live oak. Any at¬ 
tempt to ketch us will be at your risk —and theirs. 

“What does this mean?" demanded the amazed pro¬ 
prietor. 

“The wordin’ seems quite direct and to the p'int,” ob¬ 
served Jerry dryly. 

“But isn’t it a joke?” 

“I reckon your pappy wouldn’t describe it in them 
terms, about now. That Dead Mans Valley gang don’t 
set out no grapefruits fer breakfast." 

Farson bounded out of bed and, forgetting his cus¬ 
tomary cold plunge, began to yank on his clothes. 
“What do you advise? You’re onto the etiquette of 
this wilderness.” 

“I'd fork,” said Jerry placidly. 

“Fork? Forty thousand, without a whimper?” 

“It’s only a piddlin’ amount, considerin’; and I be¬ 
lieve your pappy’d ruther pay it than board with 
Redeye Snaith fer a week." 

“Then you don't know him. ‘Millions for de¬ 
fense, but not a cent for tribute,’ is his motto. 
He’d fight first, and so will I—if I can find some 
men with red blood in their veins.” 

Jerry's blue eyes glowed, as they always glowed 
at the sight of a real man. “You’ll fin’d plenty, 
Sonny. Count me as the first. But before you 
do another thing, or breathe the matter to an¬ 
other soul, ride over to Antelope and see Jim Piper 
the Sheriff. He'll swear in the hull county of Upas 
as deputies, if need be; that is, pervidin’ the job 
looks good to him." 

“Looks good!” exclaimed Farson hotly. “He’s 
an officer of the law, and it’s his sworn duty to 
apprehend criminals." 

“It’s this way, Sonny. Dead Mans Valley is 
no rathole that you kin plug up at one end and 
pour hot water in t’other. It’s a hundred and 
seventy-five miles long by sixty wide, without 
trails, and there’s a pocket in it called Hells 
Stewpan that ten men could defend ag’in’ a 
thousand. That's why Jim may not be overly 
enthusiastic about goin’ in. Many hev gone in; 
but few come out." 

OIPER was not “overly" enthusiastic, as he and 
Farson sat at a table in the Hot Rivet Saloon, 
over at the county seat. 

“ I 've been Sheriff of this here county fer sixteen 
years, my boy," he observed, as he tossed off two 
ounces of the vitriolic fluid that went by the name 
of whisky at the Hot Rivet; “five straight elec¬ 
tions, my boy. And Upas County, when I come 
hyer, would hev made Daniel’s lion den look like 
a nursery—two-gun men thicker’n coyotes. To¬ 
day they’re practically extinct—shot out. Yet 
I’ve never brung a hossthief, a cattle rustler, a 
road agent, or jist a plain murd’rer out of Dead 
Mans. It's a hell on earth. No trees, no grass, 
not a livin’ thing, not even a grasshopper, and 
not a drop of water that ain’t so alkaline it would 
take the color outen your shirt at one dippin’. God’s 


**It Is Better for the Paleface to 
Part with His Gold than for the 
Indian to Suffer Eternal Sorrow.” 
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But they went in by a trail that no white man has ever 
discovered. You ketch my drift.-*” 

Farson nodded. 

“Now, old Plaited Hair. Shasty’s grandmother, 
knows that trail, dollars to doughnuts. And I'd make 
an even bet that Shasty knows it herself; fer her and 
Plaited Hair used to trapse over this hull country*. 

Shasty’s got jist enough Injun blood in her, as you may 
know, to take an int'rest in sich tomfoolery*." 

“I know," observed Farson. thinking of the girl’s 
unique collection of Indian relics, her instinct for 
directions, and an almost mystic power over wild ani¬ 
mals. 

“The p’int is this; you see her and bone her to show 
us that trail. She may not know it, and she may not 
be able to pump the secret out of old Plait. And she 
may not want to; fer I think that she’s a mite prouder 
of her Injun blood than of her white. However, if 
you’re friends, good friends—well, a word to the wise!" 
and Piper, with a cracked laugh, made an eloquent ges¬ 
ture with his arm and scrutinized the bottom of his 
empty glass. 

C HAST A was not at her bungalow, though scattered 
^ books and magazines on the veranda gave evidence 
of her recent presence; but, riding on to what was called 
the “meadows," and pausing behind a fringe of willows, 

Farson saw her stretched on the grass. A few yards 
from her, with up-pricked ears and tense from excite¬ 
ment, was a fawn, which now ventured nearer, then 
timidly retreated; but at last, with outstretched neck 
and glistening eyes, lipped something from her motion¬ 
less fingers. This accomplished, she rose, and Farson 
rode up to her. 

When he broke the news of the kidnapping, she was 
quick with her sympathy; but when he broached 
Sheriff Piper’s suggestion she fell into troubled silence. 

At last she said: 

“The Indian who betrays that sacred trail is fated 
ever to tramp the Happy* Hunting Grounds without 
finding game. 

“You don't believe that?" he exclaimed, in amaze. 

“No—not in the sense that grandmother does; just 
as perhaps you don’t believe in the creation of the work! 
in six days, as some people do." 

“Would you let a savage’s superstition stand between 
you and an act of succor.-*" he demanded almost harshly. 

“No, nor forty thousand dollars, if I were a multi¬ 
millionaire’s son," she flung back sharply. 

He flushed deeply. “I beg your forgiveness! What 
I had in mind in refusing to pay the ransom was that it 
was a cowardly thing to do; that I owed it to society 
to bring these scoundrels, if possible, to justice." 

“Oh, know, I know!" she exclaimed ruefully. “I spoke 
like a child. Forgive me! I was thinking only of this, touch of Indian blood would improve your constitution 
—I have never been over all the trail: only about two- It would tone down a certain Anglo-Sax^n excitability.' 
thirds. Grandmother will have to give me directions He glanced up and saw that she was laughing, 
for the rest of the way." She laughed now. “Ami I 

fear her conception of social duty will radically differ ' I ’HE posse, some fifteen in all, met at the Silver Moor 
from ours. But let us go see her." A Ranch as being more central, and started about 

“Perhaps I’d better stay." noon on Friday. A dozen packmules, laden with food 

“No, I must tell her the tnith." and water, brought up the rear. 

At three o’clock they dipped into the arid valley at 
/"\LD Plaited Hair, scorning a shelter of wood and a point where no white man had ever entered it before. 

plaster, lived in a sod hut backed up against a There was no trail: only a waste of ancient lava, now 
knoll. Sitting on her heels, with a snakeskin fillet about smooth and level, now lifted into jagged cones by* earth’s 
her hair and a string of elk’s teeth round her leathery* inner fires of the long ago, black, full of blowholes with 
neck, she watched a steaming kettle that hung from a knifelike edges, resembling the slag from some vast fur- 
tripod. Her multitudinouslv seamed face was marked nace. The scene was desolate beyond description, like 
with the gravity of her race. Through her long associa- the playground of imps and gnomes. There was nc 
tion with whites, beginning with a white husband at water, no trees, no grass. The only sign of life was twe 
fifteen, she spoke good English; and when Farson vultures wheeling in the blue, cloudless sky, turning 
handed her a cigar she acknowledged it with a polite their bone-white bills and red, naked heads from side 
“Thank you." to side in search of their ghastly titbits. 

But the conversation that followed between her and “It’s only* men that lx? fools enough to venture hyei 
Shasta was in -Blackfoot dialect. It did not last long, and spread their carcasses for them ugly birds," ob- 
and from Plaited Hair's immobile face and the guttural served Jim Piper. 

monotone that flowed from her lips Farson made sure “To find a little gold—or to save it," added a cowboy 
that she was describing the trail. sulkily, in an undertone. 

“Well?" said he, with a smile, as they rode off. Farson turned angrily in his saddle; but Shasta 

“Nothing doing,” said Shasta. “She says it is better checked him with a shake of her head, 
for the paleface to part with his gold than for the Indian “You haven't told any* of them that I am not familial 
to suffer eternal sorrow. She would tell me nothing." with the whole route?” she asked, and added, as ht 

“Here’s for the gold, then," he answered ruefully. said no, “Then don’t. They’re a brave bunch of boys; 

“No. I'll find the trail.” but a place like this is likely to work on their nerves." 

“Find it! But suppose you don't? Suppose you get She pointed toward an area that bristled with dead 


He Pound Her Looking Down 
on the Violated Graveyard. 




SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR APRIL 7. 1912 


17 


THIRD GENERATION 
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tasted a really good soda 
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and crisp from the oven. 

Now every man, woman 
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joy the crisp goodness 
of fresh baked soda 
crackers without going 
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Uneeda Biscuit bring the 
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A food to live on. Stamina 
for workers. Strength for the 
delicate. Bone and flesh for 
little folks. 
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now that things are what they seem. It is in 
the din and clash of our fevered civilization 
that things are not what they seem." 

She averted her face; but her sweet, 
curved lips, molded for kisses, her flushed 
cheeks, her dark, drooping lashes, her warm 
lingers in his,—these were not to be resisted, 
ami in a moment he had drawn her head to 
his breast. But when he would have kissed 
her she laid a restraining hand upon his lips. 

“Wait!” she murmured. “Wait. Bruce— 
wait till we’re back in the din and clash!” 

“I will. But I promise you my vision will 
not again be clouded.” 

As they passed the mule that had broken 
its tether and was still excited. Farson 
stooped to some small, fluttering object on 
the ground. With an ejaculation of surprise 
he struck a match and revealed a wounded 
bat, gray beneath and rufous on its back. 

“One of your ancestral spirits that gave us 
such a jar! 6 he exclaimed humorously. “Our 
campfire set ’em to going." 

She stared a moment, and then shook with 
suppressed laughter. “‘For East is East, 
and West is West,’" she quoted. “I see a 
spirit where you see only a bat." 

r PHE going was exceedingly hard and 
A slow. About noon the next day Shasta 
halted the party at the entrance of an unusu¬ 
ally narrow and deep arroyo. After a care¬ 
ful study of some hieroglyphics on the rocky 
wall, she went forward to reconnoiter, re¬ 
fusing even Farson’s company. She was 
gone for nearly four hours; but when she 
returned triumph was in her eyes. 

“At the end of this arroyo, about five 
miles away, is the Stewpan," said she. “I 
have seen captors and captives. Their camp 
is within a hundred yards of the entrance. 
No firearms must be discharged, there must 
be no loud talk, and the horses must be left 
behind. Sheriff Jim, I would advise a night 
attack; for their only guard will be at the 
Pass.” 

“A night attack it is,” said Piper, “and no 
bloodshed if possible. But if it comes to a 
fight, shoot first and shoot to kill. ” 

At ten o’clock that night the posse de¬ 
bouched silently into the Stewpan. The 
bandits’ camp slept in the moonlight, in the 
midst of which the three automobiles loomed 
darkly. A dozen or two horses were picketed 
on the circumference. There was no fire, 
and no guard was visible. 

The Sheriff’s men removed their boots, 
tied them to their belts, and examined their 
weapons. 

“All ready?” whispered Piper, as jubilant 
as a boy. 

“If there should be a scrimmage.” mur¬ 
mured Shasta to Farson, “throw yourself on 
the ground and aim for their belts.” 

“Yes," he murmured back, pressing her 
hand. 

The company stole forth as noiselessly as 
ghosts. Shasta had promised to remain be¬ 
hind; but, seeing a solitary horse some dis¬ 
tance off that had evidently slipped its 
tether, her ranchman’s instinct prompted 
her to capture it while she had nothing else 
to do. 

The attack, meanwhile, was a success; 
for she heard no sound until she reached the 
horse. Then came indistinctly hoarse oaths, 
the threshing about erf bodies, and dull blows 
that made her shudder a little, sounding like 
pistol butts against human skulls. 

But a moment later the clatter of a horse’s 
hoofs rang out sharply, a savage yell of 
triumph followed, and a man dashed out of 
the camp. No shot was fired by the posse, 
and Shasta soon saw why. The fellow car¬ 
ried a woman in his arms. 

For an : nstant she stood stock still; then, 
leaping upon the unbridled and unsaddled 
horse, and guiding him with a spur alone, 
she steered a course that would intercept the 
man. He saw her and fired once, twice, 
thrice, in quick succession. She answered 
more slowly; for her target was the horse’s 
head, and to miss it too far was to jeopar¬ 
dize the captive’s life. Again he raised his .44, 
and again its steel throat vomited fire. In 
the same instant she replied, now scarcely 
fifty feet from him. Then the horrified spec¬ 
tators gasped as horses and riders were 
rolled into a confused heap. 

'T’HE gray light of dawn approached from 
the east. Two horses lay dead in the 
alkali dust. In the tonneau of one of the 
cars, converted into an ambulance, lay two 
young women, their heads side by side, the 
spun gold of Amy Singleton's and the dark, 
tumbled coils of Shasta Delehaye. Dr. 
Hughes watched their pale faces reflective¬ 
ly. The cowboys, bareheaded, stood re¬ 
spectfully about. The two or three young 
Easteners. with grave faces, were interview- 
1 ing Jim Piper. Bruce Farson sat in the 


IT MUST 
BE GOOD 
VARNISH 

W HEN a man's build¬ 
ing burns and he goes 
out of his way to hunt.down 
exactly the same varnish as 
used on the building ten 
years before, it's strong evi¬ 
dence that the varnish must 
be good—unusually good. 

That happened at the 
time of the big fire at 
Chelsea, Mass. 

The varnish was one of 
Berry Brothers’ Architec¬ 
tural Finishes. 

Some people have an idea 
that one varnish is about as 
good as another. Yet experi¬ 
enced men, who have had the 
opportunity of studying vari¬ 
ous makes under all conditions, 
realize there’s a wide difference 
—and that it pay’s to get the 
best, regardless of the gallon- 
price or the difficulty’ of getting 
it used. 

RERRY 

Lrothers 

VARNISHES 

A NY dealer or painter can 
. supply Berry’ Brothers' 
Architectural Varnishes and 
will gladly get them for you if 
he does not carry them in 
stock. You can always tell 
them by’ the well known 
label on the can. used by 
us for so many years that it 
is virtually our trade-mark 
— your protection against 
substitution. 

The Berry Brothers’ Line 
includes every varnish, shel¬ 
lac, or kindred product v< *i 
can possibly require — so 
you need never accept a 
substitute. 

Send for FREE Booklet: 
“Choosing Your Varnish 
Maker"—of interest to all 
users, large or small. 

Berry Brothers, 
Limited 

ErtabUahmJ 1858 

Factories: Detroit, Michigan 
and Walkerville,» Ontario. 
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What Is Lovelier 

than the soft, tender cheek with that youth- 
fjl glow and brightness which persuade#the 
eyes like the first flowers of Spring ?—Then 
use ELCAYA, Nature's true aid to beauty, 
the one toilet cream known the world over 
lor its distinct quality and purity. 

CRIME ELCAYA 

~/Ukm&iSkmUm*hwi m 

renews the complexion, gives it that clean, 
refined, inviting look alter the harsh, dull 
Winter. ELCAYA will please you, for it 
delights every “ Well-Groomed " American 
Woman. Let it be your choice, too; purity 
and quality mean just as much to you as to 
any one else — remember, ask for ELCAYA. 
All Oealere, Nation-Wide, Sell ELCAYA 
CREME ELCAYA. CERAT ELCAYA 

SAVON ELCAYA. POUDRE ELCAYA 

Sample for 2c. Send Dealer’» Name 
Jams C. Craas, Sat* A* eat, 1M FaltsaSt., N. T. 

. — r. 


J XmUSm means styb* No 

cHUtU/S matter how slender 
you arc % a well-dressed , at¬ 
tractive appearance is assured 
you through use of this 

Perfect Form and ^ 

Corset Combined. 

At the same time 
the absence of 
padding, heavy 
sieelsandf crossed 
shoulder straps 
guarantees com¬ 
plete comfort to 
the wearer. 

H'e -will mail yon 
our J"t tUustra . 
trJ both let upon 
request, alto nans* 
of nearest dealer. 





BLOSSOMS— 

with their freshness and fragrance — maybe 
compared with woman’s rarest gift — a beau¬ 
tiful complexion. That velvety smoothness 
of skin is retained by users of LABLACHE, 
that wonderfully adherent 
yet invisible boon to wo¬ 
men who know. The same 
dependable toilet requi¬ 
site for over forty years. 

Refuee Substitutes 
They may be •lantterotia. 

Flesh, white. Pink or 
Cream. a l>ox of drug¬ 
gists or by mail. Send 
10 cents for a sample box. 

BEN. LEVY CO.. 

Preach Perfumers 




Tf. 

i 

| *M 



Depends far its nrtues not upon strong oik, carbolic 
or other irritating disinfectants, but upon the presence 
of Oxygen (peroxide)—Nature’s purifier. 

. 4 r* your Dentist—he knows 

AD Druggists. 25 cents. 

Sample and Booklet free on request 

McKesson * robbins. new york 

Ask for the Color Tooth Brush, 35c. 


steering seat, but facing the rear. The 
women were dabbing their eyes with their 
handkerchiefs. 

The most unconcerned man, aside from 
the doctor, was Rudolph Farson, with an 
unlighted cigar in his mouth, standing in 
the front of the car beside his son. 

“Now, Ladies, don’t cry, please. Friend 
Hughes says neither was touched by a bul¬ 
let,—nothing but shock and possibly a 
broken bone in—in Miss—Miss Shasta’s 
case. Am I right, Doc?" 

The doctor nodded, with a smile; and 
the elder Farson, also smiling, sat down and 
beckoned his son to closer intimacy, with 
their heads beneath the wind shield. 

“Deeply as I regret this accident, I am 
proud of your nerve in balking those brig¬ 
ands of their ransom. My boy, I never 
thought you a coward; but no father knows 
that his son has stuff like that in him till he’s 
been tried out.” 

“I didn’t do much," murmured the young 
man. “Shasta brought us through that in¬ 
ferno, that hell of hells, that—" His voice 
broke. 

“I know. Piper’s told me all about it." 
He was silent for a moment. “Bruce, a few 
days ago I asked you if you had ever made 
love to Shasta. I intimated that you shouldn’t. 
I’ve changed my mind. Take the advice 
of your old daddy and go after her. And 
I hope you get her! A little of that kind of 
Indian blood won’t hurt my family any.” 

Bruce’s lips quivered; but he mustered a 
smile. 

“Another thing," continued the father. 
“I want you to give a hundred dollars in 
gold to every man in that posse." 

“Gladly," answered Bruce. “But what are 
you going to give Shasta?" 

“A kiss, by Jupiter, if she’ll let me!" 

A CAPTAIN UNAFRAID 
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Continued from page 9 

without the formality of a bow, and walked 
out. He hurried back to the White House, 
and from there to the State Department, 
with the intention of sending the Spanish 
Minister his passports,—which, in the cir¬ 
cumstances, would -have been almost tanta¬ 
mount to a declaration of war,—but before 
they could be made out and presented to him 
de Lome cabled his resignation to Madrid 
and left hurriedly for Canada. He remained 
there a short time, under guard of a squad 
of Pinkertons, and watched by Secret Service 
operatives, and then returned to Spain. 

Mr. McKinley and his advisers were made 
furiously angry by de Lome’s false and bitter 
criticisms of his official attitude, and their 
resentment was intensified by the Minister’s 
unceremonious departure from Washington, 
which suggested that he was trying to bring 
on war between Spain and the United States. 
Instructions were at once cabled to Stewart 
L. Woodford, American Minister at Madrid, 
to demand an instant apology from Spain 
for the words and actions of her diplomatic 
representative. This apology, though re¬ 
peatedly called for in sharp notes, was not 
forthcoming until February 14, and even 
at that late day it was purely perfunctory. 
There is reason to believe that this disclaim¬ 
er would not have been accepted and that 
further exchange of notes on the subject 
would have led to a breaking off of diplo¬ 
matic relations with Spain and the interven¬ 
tion for which Cubans had been fighting and 
waiting; but the next day the Maine was 
blown up and de Lome was forgotten. 

Young Escoto, who had rendered his 
country such valuable service, was subse¬ 
quently disgraced, though probably through 
no fault of his own. He was appointed to a 
clerkship in the Department of Public In¬ 
struction, in which a lot of crookedness was 
discovered during the second American in¬ 
tervention. Escoto, though his friends were 
certain of his innocence, was made the scape¬ 
goat, and ran away to Europe, where he re¬ 
mained until the general amnesty proclama¬ 
tion of President Jos<5 Miguel Gomez left 
him free to return. 

E DITORIAL NOTE.—Reference is made in 
this instalment to Jos6 Congosto’s attempt 
to bribe Captain O’Brien. This interesting little 
story and one other. Dynamite Johnny's plan 
for rescuing Dreyfus from his life entombment 
on Devils Isle, will conclude the series. 


KILLING THE GOOSE 

*"PHE young lawyer had succeeded to his 
*■ father’s practice. Many of his methods 
had marked his lack of sophistication in the 
ways of the lawyer. One evening he called 
on his father, highly elated. 

“Hurrah! Hurrah!” he shouted as he 
bounded into the library. “I’ve settled that 
old chancery suit at last!" 

“Settled it!" cried his father in blank as¬ 
tonishment. “Why, you young ingrate, I 
gave you that as an annuity for life!” 


500 


HtKEi 

$ 

A MONTH THIS 
SUMMER WITH 
THIS MACHINE 




^ K i l'- “ 4 A ' > > 

-V 1 r , - • ■ 
0.-' f 


... , (leAA e , . . , . . This machine built nr bf 

I made #1500 first month in Louisiana Springfield. I stand read/ 

with this same machine”-!!. W. Eakins. 

A wonderful money maker—moderate investment nC arB 1 anxioiM to 

required. Almost four cents profit on every nickel. make lots of 

It makes Popcorn Crispettc.—a new. tempting, tasty, de- money 

lirious confection. Nothing like them ever sold before. w Z-Long 

People eat anti eat and rat them because of the alluring taste. ^ 

Children buy eagerly. Adults like them just as well. Even 
the old folks .want them New. secret process, known only to 

B urchasers of my machine makes successful competition im;si<si- 
If you follow instructions you should main■ *5(10 a month 
summer dead easy; more than that if you hustle. Why shouldn't 4 

you do is well ■» Mr taklns? Fascinating, easy employment Any 
body can make Crispettrs You can dean up big profits at 

Fairs, Parks, Resorts, Circuses, Carnivals, 

Amusement Pavilions ; street corners, windows, small stores, etc. ~ 

Think of the crowds that will pass by. Think of the money spent for confecUons. 
Think how freely plrasurr seekers spend money. It just rolls in like water. Get your 
share. It's a great business. Something doing all the time. Cash box jingling all day 
long. Once a Crispettr eater always one—every customer is steady and makes dozens 
more. Listen to this letter from Penn. "For week. Crlspette sales were 4.445 rolls. 
This week will be better." Then this from Michigan. "Have run machine for about 
four weeks and have cleared about 55M." Can you beat it. Making money isn't 
nearly as hard as it seems. Half of success is in making the start. Drop me a postal for 
my complete story and the words of other men who are making money with my machine. 
You never read anything like It. You see why men make money with this machine. 
Anyway investigate. Look into the proposition—see what there is in it for you. A postal 
brings the whole story. Write it now. 



W. Z. LONG, 


487 High Street, Springfield, Ohio. 



PERFECT SELF-DEVELOPMENT 

WITHOUT A PHYSICAL EFFORT 

Through a 

New Process of Deep Breathing by Wearing 

Prof. Chug. Munter’s 


Trade Mark 


NU LIFE 


Patented 


Just Pull the Belt and NULIFE Does the Rest. 

FOR EVERY MAN. WOMAN AND CHILD 



S TRAIGHTENS round shoulders, expands thcchcst 
and develops the lungs, fills out all the hollows in 
the neck and chest without massage or creams, 
and removes the surplus fatty tissues on neck and 
back. Reduces the abdomen, supports the entire (>odv 
and prevents tired feeling. SLIM people developed, 
8TOUT people reduced. SHORT people increased, with¬ 


out any effort, medicine or injury Give- every MAN 
that erect military carriage, every WOMAN the per¬ 
fect curved lines of beauty demanded by health and 
fashion. Makes CHILDREN grow strong and erect 
without attention, and prevents all child complaints 
and curvatures. Gives the same benefits to athlete 
or invalid, of either sex. old or young. 


Special Offer to Readers of this Magasins, Send me |1.00 at once, with your height, weight, chest measurement 
and sex. and I will send you my latest and best model NULIFE, prepaid, ami Guarantee You Instant Bodilr 
Improvement. More than 8.000.000 people arc already living testimonials of its wonderful benefits. 

Address PROF. CHAS. MUNTER. No. 73 Nullfe Building, 13-15 West 34th Street. New York City 

My illustrated book." Self-Development Without Exerclae,” sent you Free upon request. Inquire for agency 




"Used while you sleep. ’ 


for Wkooptag Coagk, 
Craap, Astkai, 
Sore Tkroat, Coagks, 
Broackitis, CoMs, 
Dipktkeria, Catarrh. 


A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding drugs. 

Vaporised Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop¬ 
ing Cough and relieves Croup at once. 

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma. 

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with 
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore 
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of 
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the 
treatment of Diphtheria. 

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 30 years of 
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet. 

For Sale by All Druggigtg 

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the Irri¬ 
tated throat. coin|>osed of slippery elm bark, licorice, 
sugar and Cresolene. They can't harm you. Of your 
druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps. 

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.. 62 Csrllaadt St., Ha* lark 

or Lceming-Miles Building. Montreal. Canada. 


Uf(|rri PUAIDC A Wheel aiairisnften 
VIIIL CL UnAInO an ‘ nr »U<i' s greatest 

___________ comfort. We offer over 

75 styles of tliese easy, self-propelling and 
Invalid's KoNim; ( hairs with latest improve- 
ments. Skip dlrret frem Aetory to yea. 
. IMgU prepnlrf. and sell on 

^ THIRTY DAYS* TRIAL 

§,Wj| Literal Discounts to all sending 

for tree Catalogue NOW. 

EM0 GORDON MFO. CO. 

m Madison Ave. Toledo. 0. 


Private Institution for tHeTraaktment of 


FRECKLES 

New Prescription That Quickly Removes 
These Homely Spots 

There's no longer the slightest need of feeling 
ashamed of your freckles, as this new prescription, 
othine—double strength—that has been discovered 
by an eminent skin specialist, will remove these 
homely spots. 

Simply get one ounce of othine—double strength 
—from any first class druggist and apply a little of 
it at night, and in the morning you will see that 
even the worst have begun to disappear, while the 
light freckles have vanished entirely. It is seldom 
that more than an ounce is needed to completely 
dear the skin and gain a beautiful, clear complexion. 

Be sure to ask for the double strength othine. as 
this is sold under guarantee of money back if it fails 
to remove the freckles. 

ITRUSTYOU10DAYS 

Writs today for this hand- 
aoma 16 -inch beautifully curtod 
French Oatncfa Fsatbar, block or 
white only. If you find it* bis 
bargain remit SI.V6. or aell 6 
feaumra and sot your own Frau. 
Enclooe 6c postage. 

ALSO BIO BABOAINS 
IN WILLOW PLUMES 

made of carefully as lac ted stock, 
and at ona • third Uia regular prica 

IS-Inch. SS.OO. SO-loch. 
*7. SO. gg-loch. SIO. Because 

_ of this low price, cash moat accom¬ 
pany each order for Willow Plume*, but money refunded promptly 
If not as represented I will make your old Ostrich feathers do 
matter how worn, into a beautiful Willow Plume Write for partic¬ 
ular* and catalogue of high grade feathers and hair goods 

ANNA AYERS, Dept. S47. M Qwiocy Stroot, Chicago 

I Was Deaf 25 Years 

I CAN NOW HEAR 


with thene soft, pli- 
able, artificial ear 
SjR A drums. I wear them 

^ | in my ear* night and 
^MM ^ r day. They are per- 

_ _ fectly comfortable, grdiraled Far Hrum 

r A M r F R 

A, , -e A V ^-| .. BmA J and I will tell you a true story,—how I 

... _ „ , , ... got deaf and how • made myself hear. 

Write us about your case. Full information free ARTIFICIAL EAR DRUM COMPANY 

by return mail _ Address GEO. P. WAY. Manager. 

Tha Fora stvilla Sanitarium, Forastvilla, N. Y. 7 Adelaide Street. DETROIT, MICH. 

BALSA M-PINE-PILLOWS 

Breathe the health-giving, nerve restoring odor of the PINES while you 
sleep bv securing a “Breath O* Tho For oat 99 Balsam-PIno- 
PHlow, made from pure Balsam Pine Needles. 

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLE AMO BOOKLET. 

BEAUDJ?, MIRK. BEMIDJI-BALSA M-PILLO W CO. 




































